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	Day 229

On my 229th Day, I was one of the only units available for an Emergency. A Citizen in Non-Universal Union Clothing had placed a Suitcase in the Middle of the plaza. This was Not my First Day in the Field. I knew the steps, But I was sent Backup, And Dispatch wouldn't Tell Who it was. I was Walked out the door, Unsure on what I was doing. I felt like some Tool. The Kind of tool that was never used, and sat in its Box because Maybe some day you might need it. I really wanted to be put back in my box.

The suitcase was on a Bench in the middle of the Plaza, under a Giant Television. I approached the Suitcase, Getting close to it, But Not touching it. Something came up, Pushing me off to the side, and As I looked up, it was he same unit who had Given me my Chip. The Units Tags Read "Grid". These were the Brains who Built Things you wouldn't even Believe possible. The unit was Giggling, And I couldn't Help but feel ashamed for letting my guard down.

She Reached Her hand out, Saying "Here, Sorry." Smiling under her mask. It had Two Cylinder Filters when It occurred to me that we had the same Rank. I Gripped her hand, Saying "My Fault, I let my guard down," With a slight Sigh, Looking back at the Suitcase. We Opened it and Our assailant Hadn't Taken any new Ideas, because Bombs and Suitcases Mixed so well in the movies. The Bomb didn't Have a Timer, But it was beeping and Consisted of Plastic Explosive with Nails stuck all around it.

Grid Had pliers, Looking inside, Seeing wires to the Plastic Explosive, Reaching inside with the Plyers, Hovering them over them, Turning to me. "What Color?" I back at her, Saying "What kind of question is that?" She Only Giggles Saying "Green Huh?" Griping my hand as I reach forward, Trying to look inside, Cutting a wire inside. For that Second, My Luck had turned to happiness, When I needed the luck.

The Suitcase Explodes, Knocking Us several Feet away, Apart from each other.

My left arm was completely torn off, and couldn't see through my Right eye. Grid still held What was left of my arm, Missing her Left hand, Bleeding badly all over. The Benches were Nothing but Wooden Slag, with the Steel Trashcans Next to them Now 20 Feet in another direction.

We Had Blown up the Center of the plaza, Blew Parts Of each other off, and Given some City Cleaner a Bad start to his day. If I got out of this, I promised myself I would See grid more than I already Had. Maybe Just so I could Smack the shit out of her for blowing us up. But I Wasn't Going to Dwell on it, My Vision was already fading, and I was losing blood.

Eventually We were retrieved by A squad in Grids command. They had done a sweep of the slums and were On their way back to base when they saw the Blood. The Medical Team, Other than myself of course, was able to cauterized the wounds before we bled out. I had Lost consciousness by this point.


End file.
